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captain thought my hilarity misplaced, I left him, without
explaining the reason of my mirth, though I was sure that
this nonsense would soon become the standing joke of Corfu.
I had known the Abbe de Liancourt in Rome. He was a
great-grandson of Charles, Due de Liancourt, whose sister,
Gabrielle du Plessis, had married Frangois, the fifth duke,
but this marriage dated from the beginning of the last cen-
tury. I had copied some documents for the Abbe dc Lian-
court, and was therefore familiar with the family history;
the attempted imposition of my servant, La Valeur, seemed
the more ridiculous, because the man being, as I supposed,
dead, it could be of no advantage to him. I was still smiling
at all this, when I received a summons from the frovedttor.
clt seems,' began the old general, 'that your servant was
a prince ?y
'Monseigneur,' I replied. CI never thought so while he
was alive, and I have no reason to think so now he is dead.5
But the general would not listen to me. He maintained that
no man on his deathbed would play such a joke; and be-
sides, there was the seal with the ducal arms to support the
claim.
When I suggested that I knew something of the families
of Liancourt, du Plessis, and de la Rochefoucauld, he
rudely told me I knew nothing at all: so I determined to
hold my tongue.
The people around the general began to speak of the
deceased with respect. One said he was handsome, another
that he looked aristocratic, another that he was always
amiable, obliging, not haughty with his comrades, and that
he sang like an angel. Some one having asked my opinion
of him, I replied that he was certainly gay, for he was
generally drunk; that he was dirty and quarrelsome, but ?
good hairdresser.
As we were discussing him that evening in'rushed the
captain. La Valeur, he said, was still breathing. The gen-
eral, looking at me in a significant manner, said he would
be glad if he recovered. The next day I heard he was bet-